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Gircus Day at Ararat.

The late Phineas Barnum was a wondér In his
line.

But he was bardly in It with a relative of mine.

Phineas had the greateyt show on earth by quite
a few,

But Noah had the greatest show on earth and
walter, too,

And when the show was stranded on the peak of

Ararat,

And he was [ully posted as to where the ark
was at,

He opened up the cages to relleve the beasts'
distress

And quitkly changed the coutitfy to a howling
wilderness,

The animals déscended from the ark in double
files,

And marched acrosgs the mountaln top for half a
dozen mlies.

[t was the grandest stréet parade the small boy

ever lost,

This monster Ararat parade that Fathér Noah
bossed,

And like the other great parades that now secure
the floor,

There was a dalsy €ircus Jﬁﬁt the moment it was
0'er,

The animals at onte ustirpéd that lofty moun-
tain clime,

And revelled In & monkey and a parrot of a
time.

They called a great tonvetitlon of the many dif-
ferent Kinds,

To leglslate a little and to occupy thelir minds,

And keep the hungry lon and the gentle lamb at
play

From lying down together In the telescopic way.

The -elephant suggested that be didn’t mean to
squeal,

But thought the situation called for quite another
deal,

As to who should be regarded as the king of all
the beasts,

When the animals were gathered for thelr future
forest feasis.

The llon intérrupted with a most tremendous roar,

“I"'m the king of beasts!" he shouléd, as he quickly
took the floor.

“He's the king of beasts!" was echoerd by a host
of satellites,

Who remembergd with a shudder how an angry
llon bites.

“He's the King of nit!" waa bellowed by the
elephant in wrath,

As he reared his tusks defiant in the réging lion's
path,

And then he .give his ugly trunk a mighty up-
ward fling,

And lald It down (hat second terms were not the
proper thing,

The Words were barely uttered when a lon loving
monk )

Made a wicked demonstration toward the ele-
phantine trunk;

His mischievous example when he gave the trunk
a slap

Wasd the starter for the tallest rough and tumble
Ecrap. /

The monkey held the waving trunk a8 In a living
wvice,

The toucan and the grizzly bear were fighting in
a trice,

The lion made the kangaroo before his slugging
quall,

While ancther monkey monkeyed with the lank
Australian’'s tail.

The ape forsook his perches with a most malicious
laugh,

For a perch upon the collar of the slender necked
glrafle,

And so certein was the planning of the ape's un-
friendly aim,

That the way giraffy got it jn the neck was quite
a shame,

The camel got his back up in a pugllistic way,

T'he bear was not behind him in his longing for
the fray,

The puma thought the chicken was much better
raw than fried,

And started out to fil a Ilittle want he had
inside.

The awful vow Is seen at last by one of Noah's
gons;

And back unto the stranded ark he loudly shriek-
ing runs.

“The animals are ralging Cain upon the mountain
top!

Oh, hasten, pa, with me and make the naughty
creatures stop!”

But Noah, as cool as when it rained lke fabled
dogs and catn,

Is only heard to murmur low the words, "Oh,
Ara-rats!” ;

was held up. Now we'll see!

MR, BENTHARE—The Jast time I went ©

His Ope Weakness.

FARMER MEDDERS—
I understand that your
fon is learnin’ the man-
dolin?

FARMER HORNBEAK
—Yes, but as in all other
respects he le a good boy,
1 shall continue to let him
live at home
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He Was Sleeping.

MIES GOSSIP— Your
husband seemed to like
the new preacher's ser-
mon to-day, Mrs. Wedly,

MRS, WEDLY — That
s0? ['m glad to hear it

MISS GOSSIP—Yes, He
wias nodding assent to
every remark of the pars
s0n.
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A Helping Hand.
EVANGELIST—Ar8you
doing anything to maké
the world better, sir?"
THE FRIEND — Well,
I've killed our neighbor’a
dog and cat and am now
busy on a scheme to de-
molish the piano, sir,
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Forge of Habit.
KEELER—-Did you
know that Belden mar-
ried his cook?
HEELER—Na,
are they living?
KEELER—Oh, I whas
going to tell you she left
him the next day.
- I
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Under False Qolors.
DAUGHTE R— Pat
wants us to get married
on St. Patrick's day.
MOTHER — Phut's he
thinkin' av? Shure, ye'd
be kilt entolrely ef yeé
wore orange blassoms on
thot day.
i) s

A Good Reason.

LITTLE EZRA — Paw.
why 12 it that lightnin
never strikes twice in the
same place?

FARMER HONK—Be
cuz the place aint - there
when [t strikes the sec-
ond time,
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En Route.
BRIDGET — Pat, whoi
hov these ferryboata a
bow at both inds?
PAT—So they kin go
both ways at wunst, uf
coorse.
i i,

At DRlimonico’s.
JONES—Don't tip the
waiter, Smith.
BEMITH—Why?
JONES—Why? Wall, if
you do the dishes might
fall off and get broken.
IR = T

Not Alive,
TELLER (wrathfully)
—That fellow Petty is too
mean to llve! &
GRIMSHAW—He does
not. He resides with his
wife's mother.
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Foreed Grief.

“Are you sorry that you
hit Freddle?” asked Har-
old's mother the other
day.

“Yes," answered Har-
oid, “1 had to be sorry,
for Pa saw me."”

Not So Bad.
MRS, OLDW UN—A
marrled woman should
not flirt, my dear.
MRS, JUSTWED—But
1 only flirt with married
men.
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A BARREL FULL.
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BURGLAR—Where do you keéep your money, old man?
OLD MAN—In one of these barrels.

The Unpattaipable.

BACHELDER—Then
why does a woman ery at
her wedding?

BENEDICK—S8he cries
for joy, to be sure,

BATCHELDER-I
guess that's probably
rlght. She's eternally
crylng for something she
can't have,
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Unpsatisfying.
MRSB. DORCAS — You
should be more patient
about keeping Lent
Whenever you feel hun-
gry follow the minister's
plan and just read a
chapter in the Bible.
DORCAS — My dear, I
could never get along
with food for reflection,

Whenee hie Joy.
HENPECT — There |Is
no doubt that bicycle rid-
ing I8 conducive to health
and happiness,
COBWIGGER —Why,
you haven't a wheel,
HENPECT —But my
wife hag, and It keeps her
away from the house most
of the time.
et TR el LN

A Warning.

MRS. NEWRICHE—
John, the safe company
has just delivered the
private safe, Where shall
I put It?

JOHN — Anywhere but
in the kitchen, dear, That
cook could crack any-
thing
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Satisfactory.

ASSISTANT —1s It &
good counterfeit?

RINGLEADER — 1t's
passable.

Whereupon the coun-
terfelters were extremely
satisfied, as It just an-
swered Lhelr purpose.

—

The Plagiarist.

CORA—DIid the minis-
ter speak on a timely
topic? !

MERRITT — 1 suppose
it could be callei appro-
priate. His sermon’ on
Lent was a borrowed one.
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His Favorite &ong.

MRS, EINSTEIN—You
choost ought to hear my
leetle Shakey sing!

MRS. CLAUS—Vat does
he sing pest?

MRS. EINSTEIN—"Der
Sveet Buy und Buy.”

—_—

un. ortunate.
PAT—Shure Mike, an’
this Is a strange country.
MIKE—Why, Pat?
FPAT — Whin Ol camrs
Into it Of hadn't a rag tc
me back. Now look at
me! O'm all rags.
B ——

Cikely Enough.
VISITOR (In dime mu-
seum)—W here is that
“forty day faster" that
you advertise?
MANAGER (absent.
mindedly)—He's gone out
to his dinner.
e e —t

Dollars and Sense.

HOPEFUL—Pa, what's
the difference hetween a
statesman and a politl-
clan?

PA—Oh, a milllon dol-
lars frequently.

The Base of Binners vs. Rorer,

There was a great stir at Rouzer's Run, in the
Perinsylvania backwoods. The case of Blnners va
Rorer was to come up before Squire Sniffets, Job
Binners, some time before, had charged Sam
Rorer with stezling & coon from him, and getung
no satisfaction, had called on Reuben Ray, who
“done hoss doctorin’ an’ lawin'," for advice. Reu-
ben had advised “takin’ the law on Sam,” and
Job had told Him to go ahead and ‘make Sam
sweat. Reuben applled 1o Squire Sniffets for the
niecessary papers to proceed in the case.

“Squire,” sald he, "we've gol a case ag’in Bam
Rorer for 'properatin’ a coon. The hefv o' evi-
dence is that he has eat the coon, all "ceptuin’ the
skin. WHat we want to git {s-a writ o habus
corpus on him to perjuce that skin afore you,
sn's we kin take percesdin’s reg-lar.”

“My opinion is, Reubd,” sald the Squire, after
due dellberation, “that you hadn’t better do It
When vou wunst git to habus corpusin’ there aint
no tellin’ where you're goin® to end uvp. Fust
thing wyou know youw're liable to run glam ag’in
the Constitution, an’ then where be ye? Don't go
an’ habus corpus, E-e-jectment. That's what
you want. E-e-jectment, or trespassin’ on the
case. Is your evidence primy fishy?”

“Primest kind, Your Honor," rep
“othet feller's is fishy."”

“What you want, then,” urged the Squire, “ls &
reg'lar ol'-fashlonéd e-e-jectment.”

“But you see, Bquire)” persisted Reuben, “a
habus corpus will féteh''—

n Pwont no seteh thing!' interrupted the Squlre,
who wag getting testy. “Not in this court it wont,
‘cauge 1 wont issue none."

“Phen can't we sort o' capias Sam, an put the
screws right to HimT gugeested Reuben, not will-
ing to abandon his mode of procedure entirely,

“There youl go ag'in!' exclaimed the Squire,
“Yes, you kin paplas him! Cotrse you kin! But
can't two play at that game? You capias Sam an’
then Sam’ll turn round an' caplas you, an' then
as like as not some durn fool'll capias me, an' the
fust thing we know we'll all be capiased to the
§'preme Court, an’ even If we keep outen jail the
b'ar huntin’ ‘1 be all over 'fore we're through, an'
none on us wont git a smell on it! There wont be
no caplasin’ business guln' on in this court, not
this time o' year! Do you want me to issue the
summohkes fer your e-e-jectment? Or don't ye?”

8o (t was ssttisd in that way. and Reub brought
& “real nl'-fashioped e-e-jectment” against Sam
Rorer on beh&lf of his cllent, Job Binners The
day had come for the trial before Squire Sniffets,
and Rouzet's Run was all there to hear it. Peta
wiswell, the blacksmith, was likewize a practi-
tloner in the Squire's “court,” and had charge of
Sam Rorer's Interests. Squire Sniffels was busy
mending a pair of boots when the hour arrived for
the trigl, but Be put the work aside and, keeping
hir leather apron on and his seat on his hench,
uald he was ready. The Squire detested coons and
coon huntérs, ‘and this case was none of hls
liking. Hé rapped on his lapstone with his shoe
hammer for order in epurt.

vAs o preliminary to be made afore this here
case perceeds,” sald he, “1 want 1o state that the
Court has made all its arrangements for goln® b'ar
huntin’, and thers' wont be no delay In the per.
ceedin’s, as the Court has thunk the ecase &ll up,
an’ kin hand dgwn an opinion on the double quick
Where's the clprit™’

Reub Ray juffiped rp and said:

“Phere aint Bo eulprit It Your Honor please!
This I8 an e&-e-ject"—

“Shet ap ! exclaimed the Squire. "1guess the Court
knows & chipfit when it seesone! 8tan’ up, Binners!®

Job siood up, Astonlghed and scared.

“Bo you've Begn 4 coon huntin’, hive ye?" sald
the Squire; lboking up over his giasses at Joh.

“Well, yes; Your Honor,” Job stammered. 1
with out & Httle spell, vother evenin’, but 1 only
killed one, an' that'n Sam Roter stoled an’ eat It

“This here Court holds that & man that'll go
put with mallish aforethought an’ hunt coons is
a dangerous cltizen to be runnin’ looge!” ssid the
Squire. “Job Binners, the gentence ¢ this Court
is that you pay the coste ¢ this here sult an’ a
fine o' two shillin’. Stan’ up, Bam Rorer!”

Sam got up, scared In his turn

“You're charged with bein' excess’'ry arter the
fact by eatih’ that coon!” said the Squire. "Gulity
or not gullty ™

“Not gullty, Your Honor!" answered Sam, fum-
bllng with his hat dnd gazing vacantly around.
“1-1—1 fed i{ to my hom, Your Honor!

“I' b'lléve you're lvin’, Sam, but I haint got no
proof on it sald theSquire. “Job Binnershas ‘cusad
you &' eatih' coon, an' this Court decides that It's
& clear cads o' glanderin’ ye. For that I give you
jedgment fer four =hillin® ag'ln Job, anyhow !

“Thig 18 your ol'-fashioned e-e-jectment, is 182"
shouted Reub Ray, shaking his fist at the Court.
“All fight! Good reison why you wouldn't give me
a habus ¢orpus to fetch In that skin! But 'l ‘pesl
this case till you'll wish you'd never ben born'™

" "Peal an’ be dirned!” replied the Squire, rising
and taking off his apron. "“This Court's adjourned
to go b'ar huntin!’
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MR. BENTHARE—And 1 merely touched the

spring!



